CHAPTER 147 


September 16, 2011 


“Last Night on TV... That was Naoto for sure.” 


The entirety of the gang had met up at Junes, as Justin obviously wasn’t going to be 
able to get into the school to contribute his opinion to the effort. Most of them 
looked confused, almost saddened by the recent turn of events. They all knew what 
that show appearing meant; there was no denying there was a connection between 
that and being thrown into the television. But why? Their killer was behind bars, 
right? Was there a copycat killer out there or something? | mean, there was no 
doubt Mitsuo killed those people right? He admitted to it and everything; and sure, 
he was kind of an attention whore, but surely even he wouldn’t take credit for 
murders he didn’t commit, right? That would just be stupid. Justin rubbed at his 
forehead a bit, trying to loosen the tension in his head, a migraine buzzing through 
his skull like buzzsaws. 


“What's the verdict, Teddie? Is he really in there?” Chie questioned after a moment. 
Teddie had been sent off into the television with Yosuke to check the are out and 
see if there was anything out of the unusual. They had returned but a few moments 
earlier, and given the look on both of their faces, it was probably a safe bet to 
assume they were not bearers of good news. Bear pun unintended. 


“1 do smell someone.” Teddie admitted, a less than pleased tone to his voice. He 
didn’t WANT to smell anyone in there; that only meant the case wasn’t over and 
that the killer must still be out there, right? And that just brought up so many 
questions about Mitsuo’s true involvement in the case. Perhaps he simply had an 
accomplice the whole time, one who was still out there committing these crimes 
without Mitsuo. This was all just so confusion; it shouldn’t have even been possible 
in the first place. But it was, and now the Investigation Team had a real dilemma. 
What do they do now? Was Naoto in danger? Was the killer still out there? And 
could they PLEASE just leave here there? 


“It's just like before... Nothing's changed.” Yosuke sighed, almost everyone else 
seeming to follow his sigh with one of their own, as if in complete synchronization. It 
was quiet for a moment, looks of disdain and dread on everyone's face. Save 
perhaps Yukiko, who seemed as though she had heard something that had caught 
her interest, eyes poised at the ground in such a way as to show off she was deep in 
thought. Yosuke had said something that struck her as a little odd, but she was 
having trouble figuring it out at first. 


“Like... before...” Yukiko repeated to herself, hoping to kick her mind into high-gear, 
to try and replicate that sensation that something had clicked in her head. It took a 


moment, but her head eventually jumped up, wide eyes as a sudden realization 
occurred to her. “Of course! That's why Naoto-kun appeared on the news so 
suddenly! He said something didn't seem right, and that he wasn't convinced. He 
also believed that the people who are kidnapped appear on TV first, remember?” 
Everyone passed each other a slightly surprised glance, as though this was 
something big they had stumbled upon. Save maybe Justin that is; though whether 
that was because he was seriously debating leaving her in there or because he 
didn’t see how that was relevant was another question entirely. Seriously; he’d keep 
his mouth shut if they just wanted to... say... forget until next Sunday... 


You know, when he finally stopped being so pissed off at Naoto (read: never) he was 
seriously going to have to slap himself for considering leaving a human being in that 
place to die JUST because he didn’t like her. Hell, Yosuke and Chie were deathly 
afraid of Kanji and they still saved him, right? Justin’s grudge with Naoto should be 
irrelevant. And who knows? Maybe she’d back the fuck off with this murder shit if he 
saved her ass from the fires. Just so long as she remembered that if he was the 
killer, he’d have no qualms abandoning her in there. And the same obviously went 
for Maya; though Justin doubted Maya was having any thoughts about leaving Naoto 
behind... Even if she was trying to put the girl in cuffs at every possible chance. The 
enemy of my enemy is my friend after all, and if Naoto really was searching for the 
Hanged Man murderer; then she supposed they were united by common goals and 
intentions. So long as she didn’t start questioning her about California again; 
because she would lose her shit if that happened. 


“Wait... Are you trying to say Naoto went on television... to get kidnapped?” Justin 
questioned, slowly trying to process that theory. That was just the stupidest fucking 
plan he had ever had the displeasure of hearing. | mean, what the fuck? Did she not 
quite understand what happens when you get kidnapped by a murderer? Here’s a 
hint; YOU GET FUCKING MURDERED. Yukiko nodded a bit in confirmation, much to 
Yosuke’s shock. Seemed he hadn’t really put the pieces on what Yukiko was 
implying until just now. Which was strange, because he usually was a step ahead 
when it came to matters of the murder case. 


“He's using himself as bait!? We came to the same conclusion he did, about how 
people who become famous through TV would disappear. Could he be trying to 
prove the theory by using himself...?” Yosuke questioned, putting forth pretty much 
the exact same theory Yukiko had a moment ago. She had said that he knew the 
victims were people of high-notoriety on the television... Or a random by-stander in 
the back in Justin’s case. Justin honestly doubted that was quite it, but he couldn’t 
find any other dirt on the matter, so it seemed that was the explanation that was 
going to stick. Point was, Yosuke was pretty much repeating what they had all 
managed to piece together already. 


“You mean he got kidnapped on purpose!? That's crazy... He could be killed!” Chie 
voiced her concerns for Naoto’s idiotic plan. You Know when even Chie thinks your 


plan is bad, you’ve really fucked up big time. Though, to be fair, she thought 
Yosuke’s plan to jump into the television with a rope was bad too, and while the 
rope idea was pretty shitty, the whole returning to find out about Saki thing helped 
them catch a murderer and save four people in the long run, and all with only a 
broken rib or two. That was pretty damn impressive all things considered. Still, 
there was no denying that his was the stupidest fucking plan. She should count 
herself lucky that the murderer’s methods were slow and not by any means 
reversible; otherwise she’d be dead right now. 


“He said, ‘This is not a game former either...’ It's all my fault... I'm the one that said 
that to him...” Rise remarked with great concern, sorrow in her voice for doing 
something she didn’t even do. Well, | mean, she did say that to Naoto; but that’s 
probably not what had pushed her over the edge. Justin passed her a sympathetic 
glance from across the table. Figures Naoto was going to tear this group apart 
without even being there. Good job fucking everything up by getting kidnapped! 
This is somehow your fault and not the murder’s! 


“Hey, hey; calm down Rise. It’s not your fault; if anything | was the one who brought 
up that game shit.” Justin tried to ease her concerns. She just sniffled a bit, sucking 
up the mucus in her nostrils as she tried to regain her composure. She was taking 
this a little to hard to heart when she wasn’t even close to responsible. Honestly, 
Justin was having trouble even feeling bad about this; she had sort of done this 
herself, and karma WAS kind of a bitch. He was going to get her out of there, and 
then never speak of this again, and hopefully, never speak to her again. That would 
be nice. It was quiet for only a split second before Kanji slammed his fists into the 
table in front of him, aggravation and fury coursing through him like blood through 
his veins. Really, it should have been expected given how much Naoto seemed to 
be on his mind as of late. 


“That idiot! Why the hell didn't he just tell us!?” Kanji shouted with irritation, 
questioning why Naoto had insisted on doing something so stupid. It was bad 
enough she was trying to get herself kidnapped, which by the way begged the 
question of whether it was kidnapping or not, but she also had tried to do 
something so idiotically reckless by herself without the assistance of someone who 
could see her through her plan safe and sound, who could pull her out should shit 
hit the ceiling. Kanji wasn’t sure who to be angrier at, Naoto for being a dumbfuck 
or the Investigation Team for being dumbfucks who hadn’t anticipated this. 


“He knew we'd stop him if he did... Instead, he left us clues so we could figure it out 
and-“ Yosuke had began to try and explain Naoto’s reasoning to Kanji, as if he was 
in any position to be trying to interpret Naoto’s motifs. They didn’t even know if 
Naoto really HAD done this on purpose, they were just assuming based on what 
they already knew. Still, seemed Kanji was more than aware of whatever reason 
Naoto might have had for putting her life in jeopardy like this. He didn’t get a lot of 


things, but this he got perfectly clear, and he didn’t need Yosuke explaining it to 
him like he was some ignorant child. 


“| know! That son of a...” 


“B-But... What about the killer the police are holding now? Mitsuo did kill King 
Moron, right?” Chie interrupted the shout fest between Yosuke and Kanji, putting a 
question on the table they had all been considering. There was really only a handful 
of explanations for this, though the far most likely explanation was the one the 
Investigation Team had been hopefully trying to convince themselves was not the 
case. Mitsuo was behind bars, that was the end of the story right? ...Right? 


“Maybe it’s a copy-cat kill-“ Maya had began to propose, cleverly sidestepping the 
actual explanation for what was going on. | mean, they couldn’t deny it forever, not 
if they wanted to solve these crimes, but couldn’t they pretend it was all over just 
for a little while longer? Alas, Yu, being the party-pooper he was, decided it would 
be ill-advised for them to turn their heads the other way just for the sack of 
ignorance being bliss. This was something they all needed to confront. 


“Simple, Mitsuo killed King Moron, but not Saki or the announcer.” Yu explained 
aloud. The others passed each other a speculative glance or two, examining Yu’s 
theory to see how well it fit in with what they knew. Surprisingly well, actually. In 
fact... It made a LOT of sense; with differences between the murder scenes of King 
Moron and the others, and the fact that the crimes still seemed to be happening 
with Mitsuo behind bars. This was happening right now because Mitsuo wasn’t the 
one who had thrown the announcer or Saki into the television. Hell, maybe he never 
even threw King Moron in. Justin sighed a bit; it pained him to admit that Naoto had 
been right about something she knew little to nothing about, when they all seemed 
clueless to the truth of the matter. 


“| get it now...! | remember Naoto-kun mentioning this! He said it was strange that 
the police were able to identify the cause of Mr. Morooka's death!” Yukiko remarked 
with surprise, a sudden bolt of realization striking her like a stray bullet. How had 
they all not seen this before? They had their suspicions, and sure they had turned a 
blind eye to them in their eager hopes of it being false, but this? It should have 
been obvious from the very beginning. 


“Then is King Moron the only one Mitsuo killed...!? That'd explain why there were no 
signs of King Moron being thrown into the TV... The killer didn't change his methods 
for King Moron... It just seemed that way ‘cause it was done by someone else!” 
Yosuke, once again, announced what they had all pieced together for themselves. It 
was like he was trying to explain this to some idiot who had just walked in from 
using the bathroom, someone who hadn't been paying attention for the entirety of 
the case. Not everything needed to be spelled out for them; they were smart 
individuals who could put two and two together on their own. Justin groaned a bit, 
taking a chug of his can of soda before smashing the can and throwing it over his 


shoulder. Much to Yosuke’s relief, it actually found its way to the trash can this time. 
He was sick of having to pick up Justin’s trash knowing full well that it was sort of his 
job. 


“Then whoever kidnapped Naoto-kun... That's the real killer!?” Rise spat out with 
disgust and shock. Justin kind of wanted to point out that ‘real-killer’ was in 
inadequate term when both Mitsuo and whoever the real suspect was were both 
murderers. They were BOTH the real-killer; just the real-killer for different people. 
But alas, that was a matter of semantics, nothing to get his panties in a knot over. 
Chie bit her bottom lip for a moment, eyes darting about the room as though she 
wanted to say something, but wasn’t entirely comfortable about it. 


“B-But wait a sec... Didn't Mitsuo say he was the one behind it all? Why would he 
take the blame for someone else's crime? Isn't that weird? And they said on the 
news that the culprit confessed to the other murders, too...” Chie voiced her 
concerns about this theory. She didn’t get why Mitsuo would confess to crimes he 
didn’t commit. All he was doing was getting into more trouble that way. Hell, last 
she had heard from the news, he was looking at life in prison. Why would you want 
to take credit for something that would only keep you jammed in a prison cell for 
the rest of your days? Justin made a slight sound with his throat, raising his finger 
as he tried to catch her attention. 


“Simple; he wanted the attention. | mean, that’s why he killed Marooka, right? So, 
when he was given an opportunity to take credit for even bigger scale murders, he 
took them.” Justin explained, shrugging a bit already anticipating Chie’s follow up 
question of ‘but why would he want that kind of attention.’ He couldn’t see any 
logical reason for wanting to be famous from a jail cell. The only thing being famous 
did in there was make you the bottom bitch after all. Unless he was into that kind of 
stuff, in which case... uh... good job man. You, uh... you keep doing that. 


“To hell with someone who's behind bars! If we don't get off our asses, that stupid 
Naoto's gonna die in there! We gotta go find him!” Kanji shouted, standing up 
quickly from his chair, a fiery determination in his eyes, before charging off. 
Everyone watched in with confused curiosity as he ran around corners at the speed 
of... well not light; but he was fast. He was getting really worked up over something 
he knew they probably had weeks to accomplish. Justin rolled his eyes a bit resting 
his elbow on the table, and his cheek on the palm of the respective hand. 


“I'd make a joke about him having a hard-on for rescuing Naoto; but | think that 
might actually be true.” 


“Someone's definitely in here. And the world seems to have grown larger...” 


The group had all made their way into the television, allowing Rise to scan the world 
for any signs of Naoto. She had to be in here somewhere, there was no doubt about 
that. It was now just a matter of where. Kanji was tapping his foot impatiently while 
the others simply stood there (or paced around in Justin’s case.) Why Kanji seemed 
so frantic about this was a mystery to all of them, but they all thought they might 
have a good idea why. Nothing concrete of course, but they just got that feeling 
about those two, you know? Maybe one of these days they should let Kanji in on 
their discovery; because he was still clueless on the matter. 


“That's amazing, Rise-chan! There's no way my nose can pick up that much. Shall | 
give you a massage?” Teddie tried laying the moves on Rise while she was trying to 
concentrate as hard as she could. It seemed he had no concept of timing. Rise 
swatted him away a bit with her elbow to the best of her ability, but it seemed 
Teddie hadn't really gotten the hint. So Justin decided to drag him away before he 
started doing something stupid. 


“Hey Teddie, have you ever wanted to learn how to stuff a turkey? How about the 
opposite? Good, because that’s what we’ll be doing the next time you decide to act 
like a fuckwit when we’re doing something important.” Justin threatened Teddie as 
he dragged him a way, made slightly creepy by the smile Justin wore the entire time 
he was threatening to pull Teddie’s fluff out. He was probably looking forward to it; 
and sadly, no one would object if he did. Except Teddie of course, but that would 
end quickly when his insides were on the outside. 


“It's the same as last time... | Know he's here, but | can't tell where... | need 
something that'll help me understand him... | need some clues. Without that, | have 
no idea which way we should look...” Rise remarked, sighing as her Persona 
vanished into thin air. Justin’s eyebrows just dropped with disappointment; not 
because she couldn’t find Naoto, but because she needed clues. Again. How did that 
even fucking help!? What a waste of time! 


“Dammit... There's too much we don't know about that kid... But if we don't do 
something, he's gonna...” Kanji frantically stammered with panic, as though just the 
act of telling Rise how important this was was going to help her find Naoto better. 
She already understood the implications without Kanji having a heart attack over 
here. After a moment, Chie seemed almost annoyed by Kanji constantly blabbering 
on and on about how important this was. He needed to snap out of it. 


“Hey, snap out of it! This is just like all the other times. Let's not panic, keep an eye 
on the weather, and do this like always. We'll save him, no problem! First, we need 
to look for something that'll help us locate him.” Chie reasoned out loud, putting 
Kanji’s concerns for the moment at ease. He took a deep breath, trying to gain 
control of his shaking hands, reassuring himself they had time. It was actually kind 
of surprising seeing Kanji so worked up over this; this was the guy who never even 


seemed to pay attention to these meetings, yet here he was shaking like a blender 
on the tip of the Eifel Tower. 


“I-| know... I-l wasn't panicking. We know he's over here... So all we gotta do is get 
him out.” Kanji remarked, explaining almost. But whether he was trying to reassure 
the others that he was fine, or reassure himself nothing would go wrong was 
another question altogether. All they knew was this was clearly tearing away at 
Kanji. Rise sighed after a moment, disappointed she hadn’t been able to locate 
Naoto so they could get her out of there before she did something stupid. 


“I'm sorry | couldn't find him... All | need is some kind of hint to help me understand 
him better. Then | could find him for sure!” 


“Okay, well for starter’s he’s a she-“ 


“We heard you the first time!” 


